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Counting Sheep 


| hate flying. Its akin to hell for me, several hours stuck in a pressurised metal tube with nothing to do other 
than watch the crappy movies they put on. | want to be on the ground doing something useful, not wasting my 
life up here. 

Junior's sat beside me, idly flicking through a magazine. | know I'm not supposed to call him by his pet name 
any more but it still sticks. No matter what, he'll forever be Junior to me. And even if | don't use it in public, | 
can still call it him behind closed doors. 


Are we nearly there yet? 


| check my watch. Nope. Only been in the air about an hour. Fuck, that's another several to go. Yep, l'm 
impatient, always wanting everything now. 


Junior yawns and pushes the magazine away. 


"Y'all right?" 


He nods and stretches, yawning again before hunkering down in the cramped seat. 
"Am | boring?" 
He pulls the blanket around himself and looks at me, smiling and shaking his head. 


Good. 


| feel myself smile and reach to ruffle his thick hair. He squirms and shakes me off with a drawn out "Dave". 
Never really liked being petted in public. Suppose he knows I'll flip if it gets out that we're together in more 


ways than one. 


His warm body presses against mine, his head coming to rest on my shoulder. My smile widens and | shift so 
that he can lean against me. In a matter of moments he's asleep, snuggled down against me. So much for not 
wanting people to think we're together! I'm sure some people suspect we're a couple but daren't say anything. 


Or perhaps they have said something and we've just ignored them, too happy to care. 


For a while | watch him, watch as he softly breathes, his eyes fluttering ever so slightly as he falls deep into 
sleep. Wish | could join him. But, for now, I'm happy to look at him, my heart warm. 


Damn, | love this man. Even when Megadeth broke up and he tossed a lawsuit at me. Will never forget the day 
he walked out of the house, a suitcase trundling beside him and never looking back. Fuckin’ broke my heart and 
damn near killed me. Yet, despite what everyone thinks, he wasn't gone for the whole six years. After just a 
few weeks, he came home, the lawsuit lingering over us before we kissed, made up and got rid of it. See, goes 
to prove you shouldn't believe everything the media tell you. Don't think we didn't throw that shit around to 
get people chomping at the bit, get them wanting the team of Dave and Junior back together. Yeah, you guys 
got well and truly played! And hey, it wasn't all my ideal See that pretty guy that's nestled down beside me, 
head on my shoulder? Oh yeah, it was his idea. He thought up this whole plan to have these lawsuits floating 
around, us at each others throats and cursing one another out. And you thought that he was just Dorky 
Davia! 


But enough of that. We're not here to talk about the past. Carefully | slide my arm around his shoulders, my 
fingers stroking his hair. l'm so proud of this man Proud of all he's achieved. A degree in business, various 
side projects, a ton of different products. Heck, he's even talking about planting a church now. You'd never have 
thought that twenty years ago! Its all Junior's fault that | go to church now. We talked about it for a long 
while and | feel as though I've found my second home. My first one's always been beside Junior and that's 


never gonna change. 


He snores and shifts slightly, his head settling into the crook of my neck. | can't help but smile, my hand 
tightening around his shoulder and hugging him close. Everything about him makes me happy. I'll be the first to 
admit that I've put this guy through some shit and, despite those few weeks in 2004, he's always been by my 
side, always supporting me, always feeding me his love. | wouldn't swap him for the world. Whenever | fucked 


up, | made sure | apologised, and apologised well. It's one of the many secrets to a successful relationship; no 


matter how hard it is, know when you're wrong and admit to it. 


| have to look at him, have to watch him sleep. There's something so sweet and serene about it. I've never 
been able to get enough of watching him do the mundane things in life; sleep, eat, shop. He does all of them in 
a way which turns my heart to mush and soothes my soul. 


With my eyes locked on Junior's sleeping form, | feel my jaw stretch and | bring my free hand up to conceal 
the yawn. Shifting slightly so that I'm snuggled against him, | ease the blanket around both of us. My eyes are 


becoming heavy and, resting my head against his, | close them, feeling the fog of sleep begin to take over. 


Even at 40,000 feet, and cruising across unknown lands, Junior can help me find something to do. Night, all 


